YERMA
yerma: I know it very well. Don't repeat it.
juan: Each man has his life to lead.
ybrma: And each woman hers. I'm not asking you to stay. I have
everything I need here. Your sisters guard me well. Soft bread and
cheese and roast lamb I eat here, and in the field your cattle eat grass
softened with dew. I think you can live in peace.
juan: In order to live in peace, one must be contented.
yerma: And you're not?
juan: No. I'm not.
ybrma: Don't say what you started to.
juan: Don*t you know my way of thinking? The sheep in the fold
and women at home. You go out too much. Haven't you always
heard me say that?
yerma: Justly. Women in their homes. When those homes aren't
tombs. When the chairs break and the linen sheets wear out with
use. But not here. Each night, when I go to bed, I find my bed
newer, more shining - as if it had just been brought from the
city.
juan: You yourself realize that I've a right to complain. That I have
reasons to be on the alert!
yerma: Alert? For what? I don't offend you in any way. I live
obedient to you, and what I suffer I keep close in my flesh. And
every day that passes will be worse. Let's be quiet now. I'll learn to
bear my cross as best I can, but don't ask me for anything. If I
could suddenly turn into an old woman and have a mouth like a
withered flower, I could smile and share my life with you. But
now - now you leave me alone with my thorns.
juan: You speak in a way I don't understand. I don't deprive you
of anything. I send to nearby towns for the things you like. I have
my faults, but I want peace and quiet with you. I want to be
sleeping out in the fields - thinking that you're sleeping too.
yerma: But I don't sleep. I can't sleep.
juan: Is it because you need something? Tell me. Answer me!
yerma {deliberately, looking fixedly at her husband]: Yes, I need some-
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